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But if after I am free a friend of mine had a sorrow and refused to allow me to share it, I should  feel   it most  bitterly.    If he shut the doors of the house of mourning against me, I would come back again and again and beg to be admitted, so that I might share in what I was entitled to  share in.     If he thought me  unworthy, unfit to weep with him,, I should feel it as the most poignant humiliation, as the most terrible   mode   in   which   disgrace   could   be inflicted on me.     But that could not be.      I have a right to share in sorrow, and he who can look at the loveliness of the world and share its sorrow, and realise something of the wonder of both, is in immediate contact with divine things, and has got as near to God's secret as any one can get.
Perhaps there may come into my art also, no less than into my life, a still deeper note, one of greater unity of passion, and directness of impulse. Not width but intensity is the true aim of modern art. We are no longer in art concerned with the type. It is with the exception that we have to do, I cannot put my